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" SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Waitch Your Step, Cam!
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Saturday, August 12, Y922
By Hayward

I CAx JUST SEE Poor
MISS SCRATCH AMOwW
TRYIN To PLEASE THE

WELL HERE WE ARE EAJOTING ([ TER AINT

THE WOODS - CAMPED HERE

SCRATCH THE. ,

Dickens! T DoAT

MILES AwAT FROM TROUBLE
Anpd I BET THE BosSs 1s

HAVING HIS OWA TROUBLES:
WOMNDER F HE MISSES ME !

OLD CRAB! SHE BIT
OFF SOMETHING WHEN
SHE ASKED To BAT For
ME WHILE I WAS
AWAT ' GUESS SHE
HOLD obT B
T LL HAVE A
CLEAN VP,

MISS SCRATCH. T \WANT
To COMPLIMEANT 0
O THAT LAST BATCH
OF WoORK. “TouRe Dows

VERT WELL VE__I?‘{ WELL

MISTER SMITHERS #}E FILES: WERE SO
AAMXED UP 1T WAS SLOW FINDING THAT
SMITH LETTER AMD — I DOA'T WAAT TO
Kaock BUT THE MACHIANE HASA'T BEEAM
MONTHS, AND WE'LL

CLEANED FOR
g AIEED SOME STAMPS,

Ps T WHY I Gave
FLAGE A THOUSAND

By J. E, MUKPHY

FLL HAVE ~You uUnDER STty
M AUST TTRIRTY-Four!

PooR CousiM CLAUDE <
“IMAYBE THAT 1S A DIRTY
TRICK. BUT HE CERTAINLC

. WELL ,CLAUDE
1 sc& YOU'RE BACK.
I HOPE “OURE
© NOT FIGURING ON

GoNG BACKE TTC
THE. FARM.

 Copyright. 1922. by King Features Syndieste. Inc

“CAP" STUBBS—Cap Won't Stand for Any Monkey Bizness!!

OH HAROLD. THaT'S
SEST PERFECTLY WONDERFUL

oH! THAT AT
NUTHIN'L ° NOW
GONNA STAND
ON ONE HAND-

YOU'RE JEST T'H:
PrARTEST THING.

or
THINGS TOO.
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By DONAHEY

oY
501_':3& IN THERE
AN’ DRIVE EM
ALL ONT!

TRAT ONE OYER
THERE HAS BEEN
PICKIN' H!S TEETH

Ny Rt A
Tatpdl| | Heno Tm'

Chgl You Come OVEF.
GE¥ | To Y MOUSE MO
e d) pusi Tas

When A Girl

Marries

By ANNE LISLE.

Copyright, 1920, King Features Syn=

dicate, Inc.

“Tet me call your number for you,!

requested Miss May with her modes|
lmeq ence on tww fact that, though
I eall her partner, she came original-
ly into my office as secrefary and as-
sistant.

“Not me!” laughed Mr, Lacy un«

grammatically and heartily. My
only Ulving relative is going to be
spoiled like a baby and walted on
Hke = queen. Bo she will kindl¥ sit
still and yet Ralph do it."”

With gay camaradierie we turned
to make ready for our excursion out
to dine, while Mr. Lacy sst down at
the telephome. There Was a mur-
mur of conversation to which I pald
no attention, and then I heard Mr,
Lacy calling gally:

“] got Park and he likes it fine.

He'll meet us at my favorite eatery—
say, by jingo! I ought to have ask-
ed you folks whereyou wanted to go
instead of railroading things through
like the social club dub I am. I'm
sorry. But I wes so blooming keen
for giving Park a chance to get in
with worth-while folks that I didn't
think a step beyond that. Forgive
me?”

Even as I was explaining and in-

sisting that there was nothing to for-
give the telephone rang and Mr, Lacy
picked up the receiver he had just
put down.

fror you—Mrs, Harrison,™ he an-

nounced after a moment.

I 21id into the place he had vacated

for me and said idly:

*Mrs. Harrison speakinsg. Who is

this, please?

“Heillo, Anne! It's Tom Mason,™

came the response of the last voice
I'd dreamed of hearing. “Tve got to
consult you—and at once. Bs right
down. So leng till I ses you,"

And the recelver slammed up on

the hook with a peremptory click.

Even if I had wanted to refuss

Tom, I had no way of reaching him.
I hadn't the slightest idea where his
call came from.

CHAPTER 657.
Ags I turned from my brief and one-

slded telephone conversation with
Tom Mason, I realized that ft wasn't
going to be a pleasant task to inform
Miss May and Mr. Lacy that I could
not dine with them. But I took the
plunge at once.

“That was Mr. Mason,- one of my

husband's oldest friends' I explain-
ed. ‘He's been out of town psrform-
ing a very great service for us. I
didn't know he had returned till I
heard his voice just mow. He coolly
announced that he must ses at once
and would be right down. Then
he rang off. So I guess we may safely
assume that that's that.™

“Oh, I say, can't we all dine to-
gether?" asked Mr, Lacy.

“Mr. Mason was very urgent” I
explained at a loss to make the mat-
ter sound as Imperative as I felt it
to be.

"Of courss,” sald Mr. Lacy quietly
after an instant. ““We'll run right
along and meet Park. And Mre. Har-
rison—don't think me Intrusive or
impudent for adding this. But It
circumstances compel you to hava
your dinner with this old friend of
your—family, don't imagine I'll be
fool enough to take offence or feal
miffed or anything Hke that. I hope
I'm not talking like a fresh—country
bumpkin."

“You're talking lke a dear™ an-
nounced Miss May with aston!shing
assurance. “Mrs. Harrison under-
stands perfectly that you're releas-
Ing her without the slightest thought
of misunderstanding. And I don't see
why we should risk her not hawing
dinner at all for fear of hurting our
feelings. So it's just a=s well to have
everything settled before we go.™
“Nice people!” I ecried, “I might
have been silly enough to starve to
death If you hadn't given me permis-
sfon to have a sandwich, and glass
of milk with Tom Mason."

My bantering tone sent them off
satisfied. But I couldn't help feeling
worried. Tom's tone had carried
some hint of agitation. Nervously
going over the possibilities of the sit-
uation, I paced up and down the of-
tice waiting for him. Finally he
burst into the office looking so agi-
tated that I could scarcely belisves
this was the suave and imperturba-
ble Tom Mason. Without & prelimi-
nary word of greeting he demanded:
“Where's Daisy? Have wynu anv
idea?" =
“Daisy I repeated sty 7,
“What's the matter with her?" g
“I don’t know,” replied Tom -
ly. *“That's what I'm asking ;;ium_
where's Daisy? Don't stand staring
at me as If you think me crazy, Tell
:}3 "wha.t you know about the—npoor
L, "“‘th. 'I'om:" I answered slowly,
you're sweeping me from my bear-
ings. You sound so—mysterions I
thought you'd know where she was
They thought so at the offfce— =
“So you did miss her!"” cried Tom
in a tone I couldn't fathom. “She
didn’'t slip dut—unnoticed, The poor
Httle thing isn't friendless'

"Of course not,” I .
couldn't think lhst." I trl::;at‘o la..:;oll;
her almost a week ago and they seem-
ed to think down at your office that
you'd sent her instructions to go off
on a buying trip. Evidently you
didn't. That leaves us ready to
start off from the beginning if we're
going to figure'—

“When did you see her last?" in-
terrupted Tom.

“About two weeks ago, I suppose.
I'm not o sure of that, as T am of
the first time I missed her,” I an-
swared. Interesting myself to ask.
“But why are wes standing here star-
Ing at each other llke two wild peo.
ple? There's nothing the matter.
Why should we act as If there wera?"
“Lat's not bluff ourselves or each
other,” replled Tom curtly. “*This is
ugly. The studio is locked and si-
lent, They don't know a thing about
her at her boarding house. Mrs,
HiN is in the dark. The poor kid-
die hasn't any friends. At least none
that I know of. There isn't any place
to turn or anything to 4o but in-
form the police.”

“Oh, Tom, I wouldn't do that'™ T *
eried. *“Betty Brice was out of reach
once for a while, and it wasn't any-
thing."

BEven as it siipped out I waa con-
solous that I had given Betty the

riage to poor Terry.
(To Be Continusd)
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